can satisfy that test - and though it was un-English, and
ignored by our Anglican cathedral, Leonard had a right to
decide upon it.
Moreover, he trusted Margaret. He wanted her hardness
now. That cold, intellectual nature of hers would be just,
if unkind. He would do whatever she told him, even if he
had to see Helen. That was the supreme punishment she
would exact. And perhaps she would tell him how Helen
was. That was the supreme reward.
He knew nothing about Margaret, not even whether she
was married to Mr Wilcox, and tracking her out took
several days. That evening he toiled through the wet to
Wickham Place, where the new flats were now appearing.
Was he also the cause of their move ? Were they expelled
from society on his account? Thence to a public library, but
could find no satisfactory Schlegel in the directory. On the
morrow he searched again. He hung about outside Mr.
Wilcox's office at lunch time, and as the clerks came out
said: * Excuse me, sir, but is your boss married?9 Most of
them stared, some said: * What's that to you?5 but one, who
had not yet acquired reticence, told him what he wished. '
Leonard could not learn the private address. That neces-
sitated more trouble with directories and tubes. Ducie
Street was not discovered till the Monday, the day that
Margaret and her husband went down on their hunting
expedition to Howards End.
He called at about four o'clock. The weather had
changed, and the sun shone gaily on the ornamental steps -
black and white marble in triangles. Leonard lowered his
eyes to them after ringing the bell. He felt in curious health;
doors seemed to be opening and shutting inside his body,
and he had been obliged to sleep sitting up in bed, with his
back propped against the wall. When the parlourmaid came
he could not see her face; the brown rain had descended
suddenly,
'Does Mrs Wilcox live here?' he asked.
* She's out,' was the answer.
4When will she be back?'
*FH ask,' said the parlourmaid.
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